


Split a piece of wood, and I Am there. 
Lift up a stone, and you will find Me there. 
Gospel of Thomas, verse 77 c, d. 
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There they thir fill of LOVE & LOVES disport, 
Took largely, of thir mutual guilt the Seal, 
The solace of thir sin, till dewy sleep, 


MILTON, Paradise Lost, [IX 1042-44 


Rise up, my love, my fair one, & come away 


Love is no respecter of pers , 
. St. Be (OROEaeling , 
Sermon on the Song of Songs , ing 





' Acts 10:34b. 


An alter was erected in Athens with this inscription: 
To the UNKNOWN Gob.” 


“THE PHOENIX” 


A small bird? so flew: first one direction, 
then a second, then a third, & a fourth; 

from above to below & all around, 
identifying its INESS within 

all ... pervading the entire universe 

with thoughts of benevolence, compassion, 
joyous sympathy, equanimity. 

Great & wide, deep & boundless, its heart grown, 
purified of ill-will, found a Pearl* 

& that put into its quiet nest.> Watching 

it fluttering, trying to understand 

with all its will & all its strength, the Jewel:° 


one moment was enough in repaying 
all the trials I have ever endured.’ 





> AAONIA, the first emanation of ‘the true’ but unknown god, & also the begetter in thought of inspired 
visions, with the ability of seeing the eternity in all things, & thus ‘the mother of all poetry.’ 

3 ‘The Phenix’ is described by OVID as breathing out its last ‘immolating’ breath - odoriferous flames of 
fragrant frankincense, cinnamon, spikenard, & myrrh ... & from its smoldering flesh emerges ‘a worm,’ 
which, when grown large, is transformed into ‘a crimson & gold-coloured bird,’ by TASSO described as a 
splendid “thing to gaze at.’ & the ANGEL [RA’PHA-EL, in MILTON, “Paradise Lost,’ V. 272.] is 
“gazed by all, as that sole Bird ...” (descending to earth). “Rosy-fingered Dawn ...” described by 
MILTON, Paradise Lost, V. 2., as “Advancing, sow’d the Earth with Orient Pearl.” (Refer to, Hymn to 
Taman 26: “A fiery rohk wearing the urzus ...”) 

4 Moslems recourse to the Platonic androgynous spherical man, who, according to Lao Tzu, ‘wearing 
coarse garments,’ & given, (by the King of the Sea, (PS 29:3, 10.)) — a precious white pebble (APOC 2:17.) 
— a Pearl, the primordial symbol of HEAVEN, & the conjunction of fire (or heated breath) & water 
identified as the human SOUL, each Blessed ONE with its HOURI, a dark-eyed damozel, or ‘genius in 
obscurity,’ enclosed (within a sublime center), the seat of consciousness (intelligence)’ having fallen away 
from DIVINE Totality & leading an ungodly existence, correlating ‘the brain’ with ‘the (coiled) snake, or 
Na’a,’ to whom our first parents owed their first independent action. 

> Its own cradle; its parents’ tomb ... compared by OVID as Heliopolis — ON — the Golden City of the Sun, 
& by MILTON as the neighboring Egyptian city of Thebes. Cf. Augustine’s Golden City of God ... 
HEAVEN, as in PEARL 923-4: “Unmatched you are beneath the moon; your house should be without a 
spot.” 

® PEARL, 12, 24, 36, 48, 60 ... “a precious Pearl without a spot.” Cf. “May the record of your life be as 
pure & spotless.” [Apron Lecture, The Blue Lodge Ceremony, Masonic Monitor (Craft Ritual Manual). ] 

T DANTE, “Purgatorio” I. 22-66. AN OLD MAN: “Who are you that have fled from the eternal prison 
against the dark stream?” Also see, “Purgatorio” 1. 94-136. CATO: “Go then, & see ... & that thou bathe 
[his] face so that all filth [from Hell] may be removed from it.” 


In Service of m’ Lady 


“SYNNE IS BEHOVIBLE” 
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In these three is all our lives: 
Nature, by Virtue, & Mercy, & Grace.® 
Dame Juliana of Norwich, 
Revelations of Divine Love 


“SYNNE IS BEHOVIBLE” 





8 Cf. 1 Cor 13:13. 


in Service of m’Lady 


“SYNNE IS BEHOVIBLE” 


Part the First 
i 


I forgot all concerning the Pearl that lies in the Sea 
hard by the loud-breathing Serpent, 
& became a slave ... sinking down into a deep sleep. 


il 


O what venerable & reverend Creatures! 

Immortal Cherubim! Sparkling ANGELS ... & maids: 
strange seraphic pieces of Life & Beauty. 

Hyssops of Humility ... set on Fire by Charity. 


I admire the Perfection of Thy Friutive Love, 

so Divine & Perfect a thing. An Ecstasy, 

always ... I enjoy the sight & company of you Darlings, 
& pass my whole Time in Contemplation 

of your Beauty. 


Clothe Thyself with the Garment of Nothingness 

& drink of the Cup of Annihilation. 

Cover Thy Breast with an nirvana abeyant 

& draw over Thy Head the Glorious Robe of Non-existence; 
the Splendid Tyrian Mantle of Sparkling Colours. 


ill 


A thought is like the stream of a River, 

without any Staying Power, 

as soon as it is produced ... it breaks up & disappears. 
Like fire. Like lightning. 

Like the Sea boiling with life ... itself 

floweth in your veins, away from a single source, 

not like One particular BREATH or Warmth, 

but as if it were a Single Quality 

containing in itself & preserving All Qualities, 

sweet taste & Smell & the quality of wine 

with all other flavours, visions of colours 

& all that touch perceiveth, 

all, too, that hearing hears, all tunes & every rhythm; 
a perpetually flowing quiddity pouring out 

into the World of mundane Matter, Multiplicity, & Time, 
till you are clothed with the Heavens 

& Crowned with the Stars: 

& the Stars are your Jewels 

to put on & wear as an adornment, 

like Images, Traces, Shadows, which hurry away 

to that which they image ... like a Beautiful Reflection 
invested on Water. 


iv 


If Love be the Weight of the Soul & its object 

the center, an Innocent malefactor, 

yet greatest in the World, 

the Root of Comforts & the Fountain of Celestial Joys, 
supreme & sovereign spectacle in the Worlds, 

a Well of Life in which we see THE FACE Or HEAVEN above: 
the World is a mirror of Infinite Beauty, 

a Temple of Majesty ... girt round with the Wall of Paradise, 
the Door whereof is guarded 

by the most Proud Angel of Reason 

& unless vanquished, THE WAY will not lie open. 

A region of Light & Peace. A Paradise 

where pure, absolute & immutable, 

the Mystery of Mysteries, 

most Incomprehensible, most Luminous, most Exalted, 

the place of ANGELS & THE GATE OF HEAVEN, 

the Great Gate of Charity is wide open 

with no obstruction whatever before it. 


The inexpressible, inconceivable Beauty of All, 
which stays within THE HOLY SANCTUARY 
& does not come out where the Profane may see it. 


It filled me with a Rapture, 
an Ecstasy, an Inflatus. 


I asked the Heavens, sun & moon & stars, 

& I replied unto all the things which encompass 

the Door to my Flesh, 

veiled in the dazzling obscurity of the Secret Silence, 
outshining all Brilliance 

with the intensity of its Darkness, 

& surcharging Blinded Intellect 

with utterably, impalpable & invisible Fairness 

of Glories surpassing Pulchritude. 


Sempiternity was manifest 

In the Seed of the Lucid Light of the Day 

& Shineth Radiance of the Omnific Darkness, 

& the Darkness overpowers it not ... with much ado 
I was corrupted & made to learn 

the dirty devices of this World, which I now unlearn: 
the two Loves that Rule Masterfully in THE PNUEMA: 
Eros, the Love of the Heart. & Agape, Ecstatic Love. 
Passion perfected in Love, a DIVINE Intoxicant. 


& from the discovery & conviction of my Secret Faults, 
I came to wonder at the Depth of Wisdom; 

I came to bear witness of that Light & I perceived 

in some measure that THE LOGOS was made Flesh: 

full of Grace & Truth, 

this excellent Beauty, 

& I was filled with awe. 


& suddenly, forth flashed 

a WINGED Harbinger of Flame, 

a fulgurous scintillation, A TONGUE OF FIRE, saying: 
See the Fount from which you flow & seeing 

lose yourself therein! 


vi 


My Torrid Heart was dusty, parched 
for want of the rains of deep Feelings; 
my mind was arid & dry. 


Too late I loved THEE, O THOU Beauty Or ANCIENT DAYS. 
Yet ever now! 

Too late I loved THEE. & Behold, 

THOU Wert Within & I abroad. 

& there I searched for THEE: 

THOU Wert With me, but I was not with THEE. 


& I came to wonder. 
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Part the Second 
i 


I sought a SOUL in the Sea & found a Coral there; 
Beneath the Foam for me, an Ocean was all laid bare. 
Into my Heart’s Night, along a narrow way 

I groped; & lo! Light ... an Illimitable Land of Day. 


In to Verdant Fields, 

the Life Giving Erbere of the World, 

that every Bough & Fruit might show forth 
HER various Perfections ... along THE PATH 
To Death I move. 


A Wisp of Smoke to HEAVEN we raise. 
The Wayless WAY in which all Lovers lose themselves. 


THE LOVED ONE’s rose-parterre I went to see, 

That Beauty’s Torch espied me, & qouth, 

when SHE LOVES ... SHE Does So with HER WILL. 
SHE Works with HER POWERS & not HER ESSENCE, 
brought into play through HER EYES 

& of that Inward Glow so Bright. 


Wherever Beauty shone in Rosy Cheek, 
Love lit her Torch from that Flame. 


Wherever Beauty dwelt in Fruitive Tresses, 
she came & found a Heart entangled within those coils. 


What profits Rosy Cheeks, forms full of Grace, 
& ringlets clustering round a Lovely Face? 


Garden & Mead are in Radiance dight 
& dewine the Rose adorns in Lustre Bright. 


il 


THOU Hast Striken my Heart, & I Loved THEE. 

Not Elegance of Bodies, nor Fair Harmony of Time, 

nor Brightness of Light, so Gladsome to Our Eyes, 
Incomprehensible Light, through Simple Nudity which enfolds, 
& vehement yearnings & plaits of Love adorned 

with all good things, I find myself, & feel myself, 


to be the same Light by which I see, & nothing else. 
& it brings about a Divine Fruition 
in the Abyss of the Ineffible. 


Nor sweet Melodies of varied Songs, 

Nor the Fragrant Smell of Flowers, & Ointments, & Spices; 
not Manna & Honey, 

not Limbs acceptable to Embracements of Flesh. 


ill 


& here there is Death in Fruition, 

& a melting & moribundity into the Essential Nudity 
where all the Living Images 

Reflected in the Mirror of DIVINE TRUTH 

Lapse. Clothed with Heaven’s entering in 

to an Estate of Peace & Delight 

& Sweetness of Love, passing in 

to my Inmost Parts; 

only by movement of my Heart did I recognize HER PRESENCE, 
& by the Flight of all Vices from me, 

& by the suppression of all Carnal Desires, 

I pass Beyond Power of my Nature, 

Beyond Quickening & Extending, 

rising by degrees ... I come to the Fields 

& Spacious Palaces of my Memory, 

where are the Treasures of Innumerable Images. 


I recalled the Mystery & Beauty of the flesh. 

I was rapt & carried away 

full of aspiration, steeped to the Honeyed Lips of my SOUL 
in so strong a Desire of Glorious Felicity 

that I know by the Strength & Vehemence of Desires. 
Infinitely Delightful, so August & Insatiable, 

the deep longings of HER Aspirations. HER Loving Fervour. 
HER confident anticipation cannot vie 

in Sweetness with the Honey, 

in Gentleness with the pasche lambe, 

in Whiteness with the Lily, 

a very fair flower is the Lily, 

clarity with the Sun ... it is impossible 

that a SOUL should Love thus & not be Beloved. 


iv 


The SOUL longs to pour out Words of Praise, 

But it is Sweet Unrest, & cannot contain itself. 
Already the Flowers are opening, & Beginning 

To give off Scent ... Bliss & Comfort to the SOUL 
that the SOUL would never willingly abandon. 


THOU Breathest Odours & I drew in BREATH 

& Pant for THEE. I tasted, & Hunger & Thirst. 
THOU Touchest me, & I Burned for THY Peace, 
THY Heat, Sweetness, & Song. 


If we do not quench this Jubilatio 

Through our own fault it begins to incense 

A Great Inferno which throws out Flames of the Mighty Love, 
& endows the quintessence of THE PERFECT. 


With THEE, my Flame, I Burn. Without THEE, die. 


How fairest THOU without me, O my whole? 


Vv 


The SOUL leaps out of Itself like a Burning Fire 
that has Become ONE Whole Flame & increases 
with great force ... the flame leaps 

very high above the Fire. 


The SOUL goes forth to deprive Itself of Desire, 
& by Denial & Deprivation that is Faith, 
in order that It may come within Quintessence. 











Part the Third 


I turned to the Blue Heaven gazing 

into its depth, inhaling its exquisite colour & sweetness; 
the rich blue of the unattainable flower of the sky 

in Ecstasy. SHE Desires ... the Seed, 

the Transcending Substance 

generated from THE ONE, the Source. 

SHE Thirsts for Inward Dulcitude that inebriates 

the mind ... feeling Sweeter than Honey 

enters into HER Immanence 

& inebriates HER with Its Sweetness, so 

that SHE Has Honey & Milk on HER Tongue & HER Lips 
distil the Honeycomb: 

a memorial of Abundant Ambrosia, for the Mouth 

that speaketh out of Abundance of the Heart. 


Love alone sets Free & afflictions 

Liberated from Enslavement to anything 

of a Nature Inferior ... hidden Manna, 

not lost or asleep, the Will alone is occupied 
in such a way that it is a Prisoner, a slave 

to EVER FREE (of Desire) since it knows how 
to Surrender to One whom it Loves. 


How Precious YOUR Love is 
As to leave No Liberty to Love any but YOU! 


Is there anything more to be Desired than Charity? 
Charity which makes THEE, O SOUL, 
no longer content with Human Tutelage. 


il 
It is an Embrace ... the Awakening of Faith, 
ultimate Purity & Unity, a wholeness which Caresses 
everything that is Uncreated & Eternal. Emptiness is 
a Fullness. The SOUL Loves & knows not else. 


Bewildered & Intoxicated with Love. 


Unutterable Delight in the Enjoyment of its Agony 
which seems, to me, like Nothing Else 


but an almost Complete Death 
to all the things of this World. 


& in Slaying, THOU Hast Changed Death into Life. 
& Death is absorbed in Victory. 


ill 


A Naughted PSYCHE whose Self & whose activity 
have been brought to Naught by means of Grace. 


Celestial Joys transform the SOUL & make it Heavenly, 
a throne of Repose & Perfect Rest. 


Spiritual Sleep of the SOUL 

into the Bosom of its Beloved 

comprises enjoyment of All to the Calm & Rest & Quietus 
of the Peaceful Night ... as Passing Away from the Iness 
& coming to an End in the Dark Silence 

whereof All Lovers lose themselves, 

coalesced, shriveled up & Buried in a Grave 

that does not Love ... Noetic Being. 


iv 


Honour & Glory must be renounced & completely rejected 
for Love in this Life hast No Other Pleasure, nor Desire. 


All the ability Of my BLOOD & Flesh is moved through Love. 
All that I do ... I do through Love. 
All that I suffer ... I suffer for Love’s Sake. 


Without love Fear hath Torment & Honour hath no Grace. 
Honour & Glory seasoned with the Honey of Love. 


Manifestation, Reflection, the Garment of Inner Perfection, 
Imperishable & Unchangeable in its Essential Doxa; 
Perfect Felicity above all Glory 

forth-spreading by the same Grace of Might, 

of length & breadth & heighth & Deepness without End. 


& all is One Love. 
& in this Love Our Life is EVERLASTING. 








Part the Fourth 


The Night is Nothing 
other than a complete withdrawal of the SOUL 
from Earthly Things by an Intense Desire to Love. 


In Darkness Enwrapped & Falling ... as ONE 
Who has lost THE WAY. 


Rising in the Morning 

dispels the Nigrescence of the Night & Reveals 
the Lustre of Day & the Fruitive Love 

& the Fruitive Possession, 

more than the Striving, Dynamic Love 

& the partial, conditional possession. 


Even so this Euphoria that is Tranquil & Quiet 

raised from the Darkness in the midst of Tranquility; 

& in the Silence of the Night 

there was Spoken 

in me an Idea of Ideas, a Secret LOGOS, 

in the Purest Part of my SOUL, in the Noblest Ousia, 

in that very Essence ... I heard a Harmony 

of Sublimest Music surpassing all Melodies. 

& that Eurthymy(c sound) was Silent, 

a most sounding Solitude sonorously received in THE PNUEMA. 
The Spiritual Sound of Excellence. 

The Central Silence of Pure Peace & Abode of Heavenly Birth, 
the Arena of THE VITAL BREATH, that Lotus Land of Purity. 


ili 
The Fertile Ground of Piety is Love, 


& the working of Mercy is our keeping in Love. 


Empathy is a Sweet Gracious working in Love, 
Mingled with Plenteous Pity & made Perfect in its weakness, 
for Ruth worketh turning to us All Things to Good. 





Frontispiece from Alexander Barclay’s “Lyfe of Seynt George” Westminster 1515 


iv 


I IT AM, the Might & the Goodness, 

Light & Grace that is All Blessed Love. 

I AM that maketh Thee to Love: 

I AM that maketh Thee to long: 

I IT AM, the endless fulfilling of All True Desires. 
I IT AM, a New Vicification of Thy Presence 


that is to raise Thee out of the Darkness of Expiration 

into the Light of Life & Give Thee Power to Become: 

IIT AM ... Bruiser of the Serpent 

resisting the Evil of Fallen Nature, 

& so Perfectly Hating the able Corruption of Souls 

to rather Suffer the Flames of Hell, wherein Nothing Burns 
but Self-Will (which when put off there is No Will) 

than Willingly be Guilty of the Error 

of Never Dying in Love. 


I found the Mirror & kept it Bright, 

Clean from the Corruption of the Flesh & Worldly Vanity. 
I mortified the Concupiscence of the Flesh 

& the Concupiscence of the Eyes 

& the Pride of Life. & Blind, Beholding 

unto the Naked Being 

wretchedness with Sorrow & Contrition. 


All the Being & Power & Virtue of the SOUL: 
A crystal clear & Pure Pearl! 
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Part the Fifth 


Now Mark: when the Creature claimeth ... the Creature 
Goeth astray & the Creature falleth into Descent 
Through Desire & through Love 

Into Abyssmal, Uncomprehendable Emmanation 

& Penetrates it in a WAY that is Wayless. 

& in the Fruitive Inclination of THE SPIRIT, vanquishes. 


Make haste & come down: 

Awaken then, O THOU that Sleepest, 

WHO from All Eternity has been Espoused to THY SOUL: 
The Sun of Righteousness will Rise & Illuminate 

Minds to MA’At & Enkindle their affections 

with Burning Love 

aglow with Wondrous Lustre. 


Shut your eyes & change to & wake ‘another Way of Seeing.’ 
Begin to Search for this Pearl, 

The Secret of the Sea, uttering 

Thunderously, like a Spent Cloud, 

a thick Cloud of Unknowing, of Forgetting, 

on the Shore: Turn to THY HEART & THY HEART shall find! 


Take it & kiss it ... wear it as an Adornment, a Diadem. 


Remembering THY LIP, the Ruby Red, I Kiss. 


opus et oferatio 


ANGELS GUIDING GLORY PHANTASIES PURSUING 
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